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hours, and the Japanese occupation has restricted the
area of traffic—for no rickshaw can now pass the limits of
the international zone. The coolie may expect a profit of
from thirty to sixty cents: this, if he is sharing his rick-
shaw, must keep him alive for two days. Often he is un-
lucky; his registration-plate or his pawn-tickets are stolen
or he gets into trouble with the police over some traffic
regulation and is fined. Having no reserves it is nearly
impossible for him to make good these losses. So he sinks
further and further into debt. As one coolie told a Chinese
worker who was taking us round the slums: C0ur life
seems to be fastened down with live hooks.'
During the past few years, however, something has
been done to help the coqlies. Four rickshaw-pullers'
mutual aid centres have been started in Shanghai. At
these centres they can rest, drink tea, have a bath and
get medical attention. They are run by the Municipal
Council. Each coolie pays five cents a day for his member-
ship. He gives the money to his rickshaw-owner, from
whom the Council collects it.
Tucked away in unobtrusive corners, unnoticed and al-
most forgotten, are the crippled remains of the soldiers
who fought to defend Shanghai. We have visited one such
hospital with Alley: all its patients have lost an arm or a
leg. They are being taught simple trades—soap-making,
stocking-knitting, or the manufacture of crude artificial
limbs; but the chief doctor, a missionary, doesn't approve
of education and tries to get them sent away before they
can learn much. Most of them, if they recover, have no
future but begging. All day long the unfortunate patients
are pestered by Chinese evangelists, who lecture them,
lay hands upon them, and try to persuade them to sing
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